Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



■Ulllllllll 



60007881 4Z 



By the same Author — Just Published, 

Crown Svo.; Cloth, extra; Three Illustrations; 

IPrioe 3s. 6d. 



HER BEAUTIFUL DREAM: 



/ pTORY OF THE CHRIpT- CHILD, 



pontoon : 

EYRE AND SPOTTISWOODE : GREAT NEW STREET. 



SONGS IN SUNSHINE. 



Songs in Sunshine: 



LYRICS AND 



WORLD 



AUTIFUI- 




THE KEV. FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE, B.A., 

Author of " Gaslight and Stars" "Her Beautiful Dream" 
" Mysteriously Missing" frc. 




EYRE & SPOTTISWOODE, 

GREAT NEW STREET, FLEET STREET, E.C. 



ies2. 



Q£o . o . <^H . 



TO 

THOMAS GOBDOU IHAIKIE. 
Author of " Parable* and Tales" " New Symbols*' <fc, 

I INSCRIBE THIS BOOK — 

A I-ITTJLE £INQER*p TRIBUTE TO A LOFTY POET. 



PREFACE. 



These songs make no pretension to profundity, 
loftiness, or originality, or to any striking quality 
whatsoever. In technical finish they doubtless fall 
noticeably below the remarkably high level of con- 
temporary verse. 

And yet I venture to hope that the little collection 
may not, as a whole, fail to make some Mends, and . 
that a song here and there may sneak into a corner 
of the public memory. 

I indulge this hope — perhaps a forlorn hope— on 
the following grounds. These lyrics are not mere 
" copies of verses," by courtesy lyrical, because brief, 
but genuine songs, made for singing, ready to sing 
themselves, justifying their existence by the lilt that 
is in them. In days of widespread poetical affecta- 
tion, they are natural. In days of all-prevailing 
obscurity, when a poem has to be painfully con- 
strued — like a tough chorus in a Greek play — by the 
aid of strong tea and a wet towel, tha^ <s»bl Vfexsa^ssfc- 
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stood by a plain person without a second reading. 
In days when the poet's bitterest complaint — next to 
the complaint that nobody buys his book — is that 
he is not suffered to die, they breathe of a loving 
God, a beautiful world, and a life worth living. 

Wellesiey Lodge, Limerick, 
1 18, 1882. 
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NOTE. 



My obligations in respect of permission to reprint 
verses contained in this volume are very numerous. 
My thanks are especially due to Messrs. Isbister 
& Co., the proprietors of " Good Words " and " The 
Sunday Magazine"; to Mr. Arthur Locker, the re- 
presentative of the proprietors of "The Graphic"; to 
Messrs. Kelly & Co., the proprietors of "Time"; to 
Messrs. Robson & Sons, the proprietors of "London 
Society"; to Messrs. Cassell, Petter, Galpin, & Co., the 
proprietors of "The Quiver" and "Little Folks"; to 
the Sunday School Union, the proprietors of " Young 
England"; and to The Religious Tract Society, the 
proprietors of " The Sunday at Home." Messrs. 
Raphael Tuck & Sons and Messrs. S. Hildesheimer 
& Co. have very generously placed at my disposal 
several little pieces which have been printed on 
their Christmas and Easter Cards. 

For permission to reprint the following verses, 
which have been issued with music, t *x& ^2^ ^& 
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or two exceptions, indebted to the publishers of the 
several songs : 

TITLB. COMPOSER. PUBLISHER. 

Courtship* Charles Marshall .... Patey & Willis. 

A Modern Pastoral J. L. Boeckel Hatchings & Bonier. 

Hazel-Nats Frank L.Moir Stanley Lucas, Weber, 

& Co. 

What do Lovers say P Lansdowne Cottell . . Moutrie & Son. 

Norah at the Fair J. L. Boeckel W. Morley, Jr., & Co. 

The Little Soundhead Maid . . A. M. Wakefield .... Boosey & Co. 

Two young People Alfred J. Caldicott . . B. Cocks & Co. 

Two's the Best of Company ... A. M. Wakefield .... Chappell & Co. 

A Bunch of Cowslips A. M. Wakefield Metzler & Co. 

Love and Cherries Milton Wellings .... Enoch & Sons. 

My Lady Prays F. S*. John Lacy. 

My Little One Louisa C. East Marriott & Williams. 

That Dream of Ours Michael Watson Duff & Stewart. 

Dreams C. A. Macirone Hutchings & Bomer. 

It may be so Ciro Pinsuti J. B. Cramer & Co. 

The Fairy Bevellers F. S*. John Lacy. 

* These words have been also set under the title of " It happen' d So " by 
A. H. Behrend. The Song is published by Patey ft Willis. 
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THE RING AND THE CAKE: 

SONGS OF WOOING AND WEDDING. 



It chanced, they say, upon a day, 

A furlong from the town, 
That she was strolling up the way 

As he was strolling down — 
She humming low, as might be so, 

A ditty sweet and small ; 
He whistling loud a tune, you know, 

That had no tune at all. 
It happened so — precisely so — 
As all their friends and neighbours know. 

As I and you perhaps might do, 

They gazed upon the ground ; 
But when they'd-gone a yard or two 

Of course they both looked round. 
They both were pained, they both explained 

What caused their eyes to roam ; 
And nothing after that remained 

But he should see her home. 
It happened so — precisely so — 
As all their friends and nei^&orax^'Nsxtfs^ 
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Next day to that 'twas common chat, 

Admitting no debate, 
A bonnet close beside a hat 

Was sitting on a gate. 
A month, not more, had bnstled o'er, 

When, braving nod and smile, 
One blnshing soul came through the door 

Where two went up the aisle. 
It happened so — precisely so— 
As all their friends and neighbours know. 



The hazel-nuts were clustered, 

All brown and ripe to crack ; 
Through leaves of gold and scarlet 

Shone bramble-berries black ; 
And, strolling through the coppice 

That skirts the gable-farm, 
I met a little maiden, 

A basket on her arm. 
She stopped before a nut-tree 

Where brown- sheathed clusters hung- 
That darling little maiden, 

So soft and bright and young. 

She climbed and tipped and tilted, 

But, spite of tilt and tip, 
The supple wands of hazel 

Still gave her hand the slip. 
I could not stand — now could I ? — 

And see her baffled so ; 
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I caught the laden branches, 

And bent and held them low. 
" I'm sure you're most obliging," 

She said with faltering tongue— 
That darling little maiden, 

So soft and bright and young. 

"We plundered all the coppice ; 

Brimful the basket grew ; 
At length the pathway widened, 

The houses came in view. 
Her hand she gave me shily, — 

'Twas very wrong, I know, 
And yet, I own, I kissed it, 

Before I let it go. 
" You must not come to-morrow," 

She sweetly said or sung — 
That darling little maiden, 

So soft and bright and young. 



Loitering in the lane awhile, 

Gazing at the mill ; 
Sometimes climbing gate or stile, 

Sometimes standing still ; 
Stooping for a wayside flow'r, 

Scrambling for the may ; 
Once I watched for half-an-hour 

Two young lovers stray j 

B 2 
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And I felt a deepening doubt 

On my spirit weigh — 
What do lovers think about ? 
• What do lovers say ? 

Do they whisper true-love rhymes 

Softly under breath ? 
Do they gossip o'er the Times, 

Birth, divorce and death ? 
Do they fix the blissful day, 

Plan the tour to make, 
Ganvass parson, ring, bouquet, 

Bridesmaids, veil and cake ? 
No, I could not solve the doubt, 

Clear the haze away — 
What do lovers think about ? 

What do lovers say ? 

Resolute to learn the truth, 

Ere an hour had flown, 
Lo, I stopped the favoured youth, 

Walking back alone. 
" Sir," I pleaded, " calm my brain, 

Earn my thanks for aye ! 
Do obligingly explain 

What you lovers say P " 
" Oh, when Kate and I go out, 

(Every second day) 
Nothing do we think about, 

Nothing do we say." 
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" Oh, fie upon you, Norah ! 
Oh, shame to linger there, 
Still trifling with your ribbons, 

Still dawdling with your hair ! 
Yes, shame on silly lasses 
That stand before their glasses, 
When Kate and John are up and gone and halfway to 
the fair ! " 

She binds a truant ringlet, 
She pins a bow with care ; 
She takes her little basket, and trips to the fair 

There came a voice to Norah, 
A whisper low and rare, 
" To-day's the happy morning 

That gives your heart its pray'r. 
Oh, Norah, dress your neatest, 
And, Norah, look your sweetest, 
For, Norah, you will meet him — you will meet him at 
the fair ! " 

It's hard to lack a lover, 
"With likely lads to spare, 
But sweet to know you'll find one as you trip to the fair. 

Ah, many looked at Norah, 

With saucy smile or stare, 
But one stole on behind her, 

And joined her unaware 
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She never glanced around her, 
But she knew that love had found her, 
Ashe said, 'Til take your basket, if you're goiDg to 
the fair." 

" Oh, leave me, sir," she murmured, 
" I wonder how you dare ! " 
But her heart said, " Never leave me," as they walked 
to the fair. 



" Once," she murmurs, " and long ago," 

(The wheel goes round) 
" I thought — I thought — but I did not know"— 

(The wheel goes round) 
" Whenever our glances chanced to meet, 

I thought his eyes grew strangely sweet ; 

And whenever he took my hand, I thought, 

He held it longer than callers ought ; 

I thought — I thought — but I did not know — 

I thought he loved me long ago." 

"That," she murmurs, " was long ago." 
The wheel stands still ; 

For the latch goes up with a click, you know, 
And the wheel stands still ; 

For some one's arms are round her passed, 

And some one's kisses are warm and fast. 
" I loved you, loved you, sweet, of old, 

But I thought your heart was proud and cold. 

I thought — I thought — but I let it go ; 

You love me now is all I know*" 
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See, here on the gravel I'm kneeling, 

The fondest and truest of beaux — 
When carried away by his feeling, 
A fellow can't think of his clo'es. 
Oh, Emily, pity my sorrow ! 

Dear Emily, smile and be kind ! 
D'ye think you could wed me to-morrow P 
D'ye think you would very much mind ? 
The ants have got under my stocking ; 

It's horrid to kneel on a stone ; 
Have done then with mincing and mocking, 
And say you'll be always my own. 

You cannot be thinking of Harry, 

A cry-baby, coddle and pet ; 
And Dicky's too childish to marry — 

He's not in two- syllables yet. 
And I say to all others aspiring, 

" Come forthwith your shooter and ball, 
And meet me, receiving and firing 
Till one or the other shall fall." 
The ants have got under my stocking ; 

It's horrid to kneel on a stone ; 
Have done then with mincing and mocking, 
And say you'll be always my own. 

I've mustard and radishes growing ; 

I've rabbits and guinea-pigs, too ; 
My rocking-horse — splendid at going — 

Shall have a side-saddle foT ^orou 
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And twopence a week, if we're steady, 

Will do very well for a start ; 
So, dearest, at ten I'll be ready 
To draw you to church in my cart. 
I laugh at the ants in my stocking ; 

I'd kneel for a week on a stone, 
For Emmy repents of her mocking, 
And says she'll be always my own. 
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I doted on tiny Dora, 

That sweet little queen of fays, 
And I knew that the darling loved me, 

In spite of her roguish ways ; 
But if ever I spoke of wedlock, 

Her answer was plain and pat ; 
I've too many things to think of, 
To think about things like that." 
Dora, brighter than sunshine, 
Sweeter than beans in blow, 
Oh, if you love me, Dora, 
Why do you tease me so ? 

I couldn't get on without her ; 

I moped in my lonely room, 
And thought how her magic presence 

Would brighten its fusty gloom — 



THE LITTLE ROUNDHEAD MAID. 25 

Her thimble and work on the table, 

Her flow'rs in the window light, 
And herself, all dimples and sunbeams, 
Pouring the tea at night. 

Dora, brighter than sunshine, 
Sweeter than beans in blow, 
Oh, if you love me, Dora, 
Why do you tease me so P 

I bought in despair a license ; 

I caught her and held her fast ; 
The parson's impatient, Dora ; 
He's summoned us, see, at last ! " 
" How horribly mean ! " she murmured, 

As soon as surprise could speak ; 
" But — rather than lose the license- 
Shall it be this day week ? " 
Dora, my household fairy, 

Dora my rose in blow, 

Oh, but I love you, Dora, 

Sitting beside me so ! 



<< 
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She sits within her window ; 
Great London roars below ; 
In surging tide its wealth and pride 

For ever flash and flow. 
The Crophead stalks in sombre weed, 
The gallant checks his chafing steo.<L\ 
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The one turns up a furtive eye, 
The other laughs and jingles by. 
She thinks it sad and shocking ; 

It makes her half afraid ; 
She sighs, and minds her stocking, 
The little Eoundhead maid. 

She aits within her window ; 
Great London roars below ; 
In glittering gear, a Cavalier 

Eides tow'rd her, proud and slow. 
He gazes upward from the street — 
She knows not how — their glances meet; 
She drops her eyes, he rides away ; 
And yet — and yet — his features stay. 
She knows 'tis sad and^ shocking ; 

It makes her heart afraid ; 
She cannot mind her stocking, 
The little Eoundhead maid. 

She sits within her window ; 
Great London roars below ; 
But what to her are sound and stir, 

And all the changing show ? 
For, lighting up the dingy room, 
Against her droops a jewelled plume, 
And, bending fondly at her side, 
' The gallant wooes her for his bride. 
It may be sad and shocking — 

It makes her half afraid ; 
And yet she leaves her stocking, 
The little Eoundhead maid. 
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Two nice young folks this golden eve, 
, Thro* wafts of gorse and heather, 
(No doubt she's asked her mother's leave) 

Are strolling out together ; — 
The keeper's son, without the gun 
That works such cruel slaughter, 
And — form like that there is but one — 
The gardener's darling daughter. 
Oh, but the hours go by 
(Young people, won't you try ?) 

Trampling the heather ; 
Blue sky and speaking eye, 
And two together ! 

He gazes in the maiden's eyes, 

(Of course she blushes nicely) 
He glances at the happy skies — 
The colours match precisely ; 
" Oh, Bess," says he, " what eyes they be ! " 

That's all he tries at present ; 
"Oh, never mind my eyes," says she ; 
" Do talk of something pleasant." 
Oh, but the hours go by 
(Young people, won't you try ?) 

Trampling the heather ; 
Blue sky and speaking eye, 
And two together \ 
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Her hair is sunshine in a knot, 
Her step is music walking ; 
The dimples, till she smiles forgot — 

But what's the good of talking ? 
His arm goes round her limber waist, 
It clings — I fear it presses ; 
" Leave that alone," she cries in haste, 
" And come and gather cresses." 
Oh, but the hours go by 
(Young people, won't you try ?) 

Trampling the heather ; 
Blue sky and speaking eye, 
And two together ! 

He won't relax his charming hold 

For such a flimsy reason — 
Indeed, I fear, if truth were told, 
Cress is not yet in season. 
"You love me, Bess ? There, whisper Yes- 
Come, don't be mean and spiteful ! " 
' * Well, yes, perhaps — but none the less, 
Your conduct's simply frightful !" 
Oh, but the hours go by, 
(Young people won't you try ?) 

Trampling the heather ; 
Blue sky and speaking eye, 
And two together. 
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I watch them stand, a pensive pair, 

Beside the sedgy pond ; 
And He is tall, and She is fair, 

And both of them are fond. 
But, though they talk, as people may, 

Of topics far and near, 
This is not what he wants to say, 

Nor what she fain would hear. 

There's nothing in the maiden's eyes 

To make a man despond, 
^et words upon the lips that rise 

Will never go beyond. 
And when he talks of cheapened hay, 
* Or rising coals and beer, 

That is not what he wants to say, 

Nor what she fain would hear. 

They're turning back — for Hesper blinks 

Above them in the blue ; 
And " Now or never," Damon thinks, 

"Her father's door's in view." 
He takes her hand — he has his way, 

He cries, " I love you, dear ! " 
Ah, that is what he meant to say, 

And what she longed to hear ! 
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" He loved me once," she murmurs low ; 

" Love reads love's every sign ; 
No need for his lips to tell me so 

To know that his heart was mine. 
But lapse of years and change of skies 

Make warmest hearts grow cold ; 
When I gaze to-night in his dear blue eyes 

Shall I see the love of old ? " 
Fate may frown, and death may sever, 
But love for an hour is love for ever. 

He comes — they meet in the very place 

Where they parted long ago ; 
Slowly out of each altered face 

The treasured features grow. 
Their hearts are fuller than hearts can hold 

Of memories sweet or sad, 
And the lips of the man at length have told 

The silent love of the lad. 
Fate may frown, and death may sever, 
But love for an hour is love for ever. 



MY LITTLE ONE. 31 

My little one, my dove, my pet, • 

She has my heart in keep; 
So sweet a soul did never yet 

Through eyes of hazel peep. 
Never did ringlet float and flow 

On breast so white and dear, 
And ne'er was love-tale whispered low 

In such a dainty ear. 

When solemn thoughts within her wake, 

Those wondrous eyes of hers 
Grow dark as some deep-tranced lake 

Where never ripple stirs. 
But when she laughs the sunbeams burst, 

The little dimples rise — 
I know not where to kiss her first, 

On mouth or chin or eyes. 

My little darling, pure and pale, 

Her thoughts are not like ours ; 
Sweet graces from her heart exhale 

As incense breathes from flow'rs. 
Her purity and gentleness 

Make fragrant all the air, 
And every wind that stirs a tress 

Goes laden with a pray'r. 
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denting* 

With a bumpy swish and a curdled roar, 

Sweet Mary's churn goes drumming ; 
Young Eeuben leans on the low half-door, 

And hopes that the butter's coming ; 
Then sighs, and sighs, and drops his eyes ; 

What words can his feelings utter ? 
" Oh, flop me down in the churn," he cries, 

" And make me into butter ! " 
She rests her hands, and gazing stands, 

At sound of his words' vagary ; 
Then plies the staff with a lightsome laugh ; 

" Oh, go away," says Mary. 

If a maiden's word means aught, they say, 

The opposite sense is in it ; 
So Eeuben finds in her " Go away " 
A "just come in a. minute." 
" I hope," says he, " I may make so free," 

With a grin and a nervous stutter ; 
" My answer should be to your ears," says she, 
" If I could but leave the butter." 
His arm on the shelf that holds the delf, 
He looks across the dairy : 
" Shall I go to her side? shall I dare her pride? " 
" Oh, go away," says Mary. 

He takes the hint, and he takes a kiss, 

With inward fears and quaking ; 
She does not take what he takes amiss, 
Nor seem in an " awful taking." 
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• 

Sweet kisses he takes so fond and fast 
That he takes her breath completely ; 

He takes her tight in his arms at last — 
And still she takes it sweetly ! 

The heart of the boy is wild with joy — 
He has won her, his bird, his fairy ! 
*' I'll go outright for the ring to-night ! " 

" Oh, go away," says Mary. 



A cloud of steam, a deafening scream — 

" At last we're off," says he ; 
Then wakens from a kind of dream, 

And scans his vis-a-vis. 
Her laughing eye peeps soft and shy 

Beneath its fringe of jet; 
I can't allow they're strangers now, 

Because their eyes have met. 
Add one to one — that's two, you see ; 
And two's the best of company. 

" A face of sun," his musings run, 

" A figure round and trim ! " 
" Six feet," she thinks, " or six feet one," 
And peeps again at him. 
He longs to speak, but fancies weak 

Suggest the maid may frown ; 
At last, grown bold, he hints 'tis cold 

To have the window down. 
Add one to one — that's two, you see ; 
And two's the best of company. 



34 MOONSHINE. 

With heads that meet from either seat, 

They hold their tete-a-tete ; 
The grim collector waxes sweet, 

And lets the tickets wait. 
So after chat of this and that, 

And twenty things beside, 
Their converse dwells on wedding-bells, 

Themselves for groom and bride. 
From two take one — that's one, you see, 
And what's become of company ? 



i 

" Now what's become of Kate, lads ? 
She lingers long and late, lads ; 
And scarce a mile, across the stile, her road from door 
to door ; 

Still lonnging there, you dunce, Dan ! 
Go, light your lamp at once, Dan, 
And bring her back the footpath track, and no excuses 
more. 

She tarries far too long, Dan ; 
I doubt there's something wrong, Dan ; 
So off, I say, the footpath way, without an answer 
more ! " 

He rose and lit the light then, 
And out into the night then, 
And, swinging on, his lantern shone, a dwindling yellow 
ray. 

" There's neither star nor moon, lads. 
God send he bring her soon, lads ! " 
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She watches there to see the flare stream homeward up 
the way. 

" They tarry all too long, lads 5 
There's something gravely wrong, lads ; 
We'll seek the two the country through, and I will lead 
the way." 

They reach the garden gate there, 
And who but Dan and Kate there P 
And round her waist his arm is placed, as though she 
fears to swoon. 

" Now let these games be dropped, Miss, 
And tell me why you stopped, Miss ? " 
She hangs her head, and blushes red, " We stopped to * 
see the moon." 

" Now there you make me smile, Miss ! 
You'd have to stop awhile, Miss ; 
'Tis this day week, if truth they speak, before there is a 
moon." 



Polly and I were sweethearts, 
As all the neighbours know ; 

Polly and I were sweethearts 
Twenty years ago. 

Polly was made of dimples, 
So winsome and wee and fair, 

And if ever you missed a sunbeam, 
You'd find it in Polly's hair \ 
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And her eyes had something in them 

She never knew how to say ; 
And I looked at my sweet little darling 
Till she looked my heart away. 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 
As all the neighbours know ; 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 
Twenty years ago. 

i Oh, it was rare on Sundays, 

"! With Polly upon my arm, 

S To stroll through the Castle Meadows, 

Or round by the Gable Farm ; 
To talk of the hou*e-we'd furnish, 



r 

jj And the ring I'd have to give, 



And the love that we'd bear for each other, 
As long as we both should live. 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 
As all the neighbours know ; 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 
Twenty years ago. 

Polly grew weak and weary, 

And the roses paled on her cheek ; 
She looked like an April primrose, 

When the wind blows dry and bleak. 
I prayed to Our Father in Heaven, 

And Our Father kept me brave ; — 
Yes, that's what I want with the cowslips — 
To lay them on Polly's grave. 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 

As all the neighbours know ; 
Polly and I were sweethearts, 
Twenty years ago. 



LOVE AND CHERRIES. 3.7 

The cherries hang ripe on the orchard bough, 

Warm in the sun of the longest day — 
Cherries like somebody's lips, I vow, 

Meeting a kiss with a pout half-way ; 
And she, you see, is up in the tree, 

Shaking the boughs, with the ladder beside, 
While he, you know, is busy below, 
Storing the fruit in a basket wide. 

And oh ! but it's merry in time o' the cherry, 
Bipe cherries that laugh thro' the green o' 
the bough, 
And with Phyllis to shake them, and Damon 
to take them, 
It's rare to be one of the pair, I vow. 

She shakes away, and a sly hand steals — 

G-one is the ladder, she scarce knows how ; 
An arm that circles her waist, she feels, 
A face meets hers thro' the leafy bough. 
" Is it," says he, " a parson and fee P 
Is it a ring and a snow-white gown P 
If it's ' yes,' " says he, " you shall step from the tree; 
If it's 'no,'" says he, "you shall never come 
down." 
And oh ! but it's merry in time o* the cherry, 
Ripe cherries that laugh thro' the green o' 
the bough, 
She gave him, I guess, Sir, not " No, Sir," 
but "Yes, Sir," 
He lifted her down in his arms, I vow. 



38 WANTED A FAIRY GODMOTHER. 



Be my star, beloved, 

Pulsing in the blue, 
With a spirit lustre, 

Calm and pure and true, 
So my heart shall murmur, 

" Night and storm may mar ; 
Heaven is calm and splendid — 

Yonder shines my star ! 
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Not my star, beloved — 

Be not thou my star ; 
Stars are pure and radiant, 

Stars are cold and far : 
Be my household taper, 

Wheresoe'er I roam, 
Streaming thro' the darkness, 

Light to lead me home. 



If I chanced by luck on a darling duck 

Of a fairy kind and fond, 
To-morrow I'd change to a song-bird, struck 

By her wonder-working wand — 
A robin, mayhap, a tight little chap, 

With a nice little voice and ear ; 
And I'd wing my way in the morning gray, 

To your chamber-window, dear. 
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I'd flutter my wing, and I'd chirp and sing 

Till you came to list my lay, 
And M Sweet little thing ! you dear little thing ! 

Come, perch on my hand," you'd say. 
Then presto ! strange ! to myself I'd change, 

And I'd kiss your lips and cheek ; 
And I'd hold you fast, till you vowed at last 

To marry me that day week. 



Last night I laid my head to rest 

In sorrow dull and deep ; 
The tears flow'd fast, and so at last 

I cried myself to sleep. 
And lo ! as o'er the stormy skies 

Soft dawns the rainbow's gleam, 
Upon my wet and weary eyes 
There rose a radiant dream. 

0, dream that was and did not seem ! 

It all came true ; 
0, blessed dream, 0, golden dream 
That gave me you ! 

I dreamt our foolish pique and pride 
Were buried 'neath the mould, 

And you were here, the kind and dear, 
The loving self of old. 

And, when I woke, I never stirr'd, 
Nor sighed, nor oped «a erjfc, 
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For fear that at a breath or word 
The blissful dream might fly. 

0, dream that was and did not seem ! 

It all came true ; 
0, blessed dream, 0, golden dream 
That gave me you ! 

A knocking scared the hovering dream, 
And there the letter lay : 
" You loved me yet — could I forget P 
And might you come to-day ? " 
And now I'd grudge the hours of rest, 

Tho' I could dream at will, 
For, tho' to dream of you is blest, 
To wake is sweeter still. 

0, dream that was and did not seem ! 

It all came true ; 
0, blessed dream, 0, golden dream 
That gave me you ! 



HH ©tttit itti 

Fifteen shillings — no more, Sir — 

The wages I weekly touch ; 
For labour steady and sore, Sir, 

It isn't a deal to much. 
Tour money has wings in the City, 

And vanishes left and right ; 
But I hand a crown to Kitty 

As sure as Saturday night. 

Bless her, my own, my wee ! 
She's better than gold to me. 
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She lives in a reeking court, Sir, 

With roguery, drink, and woe ; 
But Kitty has never a thought, Sir, 

That isn't as white as snow. 
She has not a thought or feeling 

An angel would blush to meet ; 
I love to think of her kneeling, 

And praying for me so sweet. 
Bless her, my own, my wee ! 
She's better than gold to me. 

I must be honest and simple, 

I must be manful and true ; 
Or how could I pinch her dimple, 

Or gaze in her frank eyes' blue P 
I feel not anger, but pity, 

When workmates go to the bad ; 
I say, " They've never a Kitty ! 

They'd all keep square if they had." 
Bless her, my own, my wee ! 
She's better than gold to me. 

One day she will stand at the altar, 

Modest, and white, and still, 
And forth from her lips will falter 

The beautiful low " I will." 
Our home shall be bright and pretty 

As ever a poor man's may ; 
And my soft little dove, my Kitty, 

Shall nest in my heart for aye. 
Bless her, -my own, my wee ! 
She's better than gold to me. 
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I stand in the frosty splendour 

Of autumn's pearl of eves, 
A delicate lull and tender 

Falls over the winds and leaves ; 
An exquisite wave of feeling 

Flows wide on the charmed air, 
As my beautiful lady, kneeling, 
Murmurs her heart- felt pray'r. 
Pleading hands and lowly, 

Tranced upward gaze, 
Pure in heart and holy, 
My lady prays. 

She knows not of my existence, 

Our lives jlow on afar ; 
She shines in the dim sweet distance, 

My beautiful saintly star. 
Yet am I not richly gifted — 

To stand in the midnight air, 
And soar to the skies, uplifted 
On wings of my lady's pray'r P 
Pleading hands and lowly, 

Tranced upward gaze, 
Pure in heart and holy, 
My lady prays. 



RECONCILED. 43 



They have vowed by each star in the star-sown sky, 

They love with a love that shall never wane ; 
Alas for the jest and the quick reply 

That make one soul for a lifetime twain ! 
They part in anger, they part in pride, 

"With scornful glances, and pale, pale cheeks ; 
He turns, he stands at the maiden's side, 

And one last word to his love he speaks ; 
" Send in your need — on land or sea, 
In life or in death, I will come to thee." 

The maiden lies on her bed of death ; 

She has sent for her love, but none draws nigh. 
" He will not fail," is the word she saith, 

As the life-wave ebbs and the hours go by. 
Suddenly out into airy space 

Her far eyes gaze and her thin arms twine, 
And a tender rapture lights her face, 

As she murmurs, " Love, thou wert always mine ! 
Thou art mine in death ; I wil take thine hand, 
And walk with thee home through the shadow- 
land." 



44 A BOY'S LOVE. 
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The love that thrilled my boyish years, 

The fancy fairy-wild 
That waked to wondrous hopes and fears 

The spirit of a child ; — 
It sprang amid the early showers, 

It felt the year unclose, 
It blossomed with the May- tide flowers, 

And faded with the rose. 

My first love, 

My poor dead love ! 

Oh, bliss to feel the fingers white 

Lie trembling in my own ; 
To watch in those soft eyes the light 

That shone for me alone. 
A later love has come to bless, 

Life's rich and lasting gain ; 
But oh ! that rosy happiness, 

Whose golden core was pain ! 

Ah, first love ! 
Ah, sweet dead love ! 

We laid it in its early grave, 

That dream of long ago, * 
That summer love, too frail to brave 

The tempest and the snow. 
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But even now a soft regret, 
A cherished pain is ours ; 
"We seek the quiet churchyard yet, 
And deck the grave with flowers. 

Ah, first love ! 
Ah, sweet dead love ! 



H[mtwg for n Jfetter* 

The postman's hour draws near, 

And into the quiet street 
Through gossamer curtains peer 

Two wistful eyes and sweet. 
For many a weary morn 

She has kept her station there, 
That brave little heart forlorn, 
That never will quite despair. 
Slowly she turns away, 
The crushed heart murmuring still, 
'• It has not come to-day — 
To-morrow I know it will." 

The postman knows her tale, 
And it makes his old heart bleed ; 

Those blush-rose cheeks grown pale 
Are pages a child might read. 
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WAITING FOR A LETTER. 

Ah ! letters enough lie brings— 
Great circulars blue and grim, 
Slight feminine scented things — 
But never a line from him. 
Slowly she turns away, 

The crushed heart murmuring still, 
" It has not come to-day — 

To-morrow I know it will." 



Bat-tat ! to the door she flies — 

rapture keen and dumb ! 
O eloquent cheeks and eyes ! 

Her letter has come — has come ! 
O postman, pocket the gold — 

Full well hast thou earned the fee — 
And treasure the thanks untold, 
That are better than gold to thee ! 
Flow, happy fountains, flow, 
Sweet founts that have long been 
dry! 
Sorrow may tears forego, 
But rapture must weep or die. 
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% fcmrttt gxrtl wtxtft T{txv%$U 

Fabjbwell ! the happy days are o'er, 

The respite kind and sweet — 
I go to fight my way once more 

In crowded mart and street. 
Soon as we reach the little dip, 
The turn will hide from sight 
Those scenes your dear companionship 
Has made so fair and bright. 

I would not have you shed aiiear, 

Or cherish a regret ; 
But still you won't forget me, dear, 
I know you won't forget. 

I stand, and fix a lingering gaze 

On all the country round ; 
And river-path and leafy ways 

Are consecrated ground. 
No quiet nook but treasures up 
Some memory fond and true, 
And every wild-flower's dewy cup 
O'erflows with thoughts of you. 

I would not have you shed a tear, 

Or cherish a regret, 
But still you won't forget me, dear, 
I know you won't forget. 



48 THERE'S LOVE TO BLESS US STILL. 

Life is to you a fair young rose, 

Unfolding day by day ; 
For me, its first voluptuous glows 

Are fading fast away. 
For you, the future opens vast, 

With happy hopes and schemes, 
But I must turn me to the past, 
And lull my heart with dreams. -» 
I would not have you shed a tear 

Or cherish a regret ; 
But still you won't forget me, dear, 
I know you won't forget. 
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Life will not always wear the grace, 

The golden smile of June ; 
"With bloom and sun in every place, 

And all the world in tune. 
For Autumn's breath will chill the flow'rs, 

And smite the green leaves down ; 
And lo ! where late were fragrant bow'rs, 
Bare boughs and brown. 

But gray or blue above, dear, 
And gracious airs or chill, 
There's love, dear, there's love, dear, 
There's love to bless us still. 
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We've youth, and health, and courage high, 

To bear us thro* the fight ; 
And G-od to watch from yonder sky, 

And see that all comes right. 
Then welcome, fortune's frown or kiss, 

The bright or cloudy day ; 
There's naught, dear heart, can come amiss, 
To those that hope and pray. 

For gray or blue above, dear, 

And gracious airs or chill, 
There's love, dear, there's love, dear, 
There's love to bless us still. 
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Soft little hand that I hold in mine, 
White, blue-veined, with the fingers fine ; 
Soft little hand ! it was long ago 
That I captured it first, and caged it so ; 
It struggled awhile to break away, 
Then nestled and clung, content to stay. 
Soft little hand that I love the best, 
Nestle in mine, and fondly rest. 

Dear little hand ! with the year's decay, 
Trembling and cold in mine it lay ; 
Over the third wee finger fair 
I slipped the ring, and I held it tb&?*\ 
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I bound it fast with a band of gold, 

For ever my own to have and hold. 

Soft little hand that I love the best, 
Nestle in mine, and fondly rest. 

Brave little hand ! ah, darling wife, 
How hath it dared in the daily strife ! 
Deft little hand ! o'er the sufferer's bed 
What comfort and grace hath its light touch shed ! 
I dew it, dear hand, with grateful brine, 
And I kiss the ring that makes it mine. 
Soft little hand that I love the best, 
Nestle in mine, and fondly rest. 



0, the young love was sweet, dear, 

That dainty dream of ours, 
When we could not keep our feet, dear, 

From dancing thro' the flow'rs. 
When hopes and gay romances 

Were thick as leaves in Spring, 
And cares were old folks' fancies, 

And joy the solid thing. 
Of all youth's visions blest, dear, 

Of all its golden dow'rs, 
0, the young love was best, dear, 

That dainty dream of ours. 
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0, the old love is sweet, dear, 

These chill October days, 
When we tread with faltering feet, dear, 
The sere and silent ways ; 
When earth has lost its glory, 
And heav'n has lost its blue, 
And life's a sober story, 

And care a comrade true. 
Tho' hopes no longer cheat, dear, 

And dreams have lost their sway, 
0, the old love is sweet, dear, 
That gilds the Autumn day. 



Always together ! by Eonald attended, 

She tripped to the school like a good little fay ; 

And over their lessons their ringlets were blended, 
Till noontide released them, together to play ! 

No sorrow unshared, and no pleasure apart, 

Their love was the pulse of each innocent heart. 

Always together ! 

Always together ! grown graceful and twenty, 

His strength was the oak where her ivy- trails clung ; 
And what though gay wooers came round her in plenty ? 

They spoke to her heart in an alien tongue. 
"Now always together," she said, with a smile, 
As he led her, white-robed, down the whispering aisle, 

" Always together ! " 

d 2 
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Always together ! life deepened and strengthened ; 

The younglings they cherished flew far from the nest ; 
But, hand locked in hand, as the shadows were 
lengthened, 
They walked to the lingering glow in the west ; 
Death called them together, and mingled their dust-, 
And this is their story, and this is their trust — 

Always together ! 




SONGS OF CHRISTMAS AND 
THE NEW YEAR. 



My rooms are not of a princely pattern ; 

The couch has springs that one can't but feel ; 
The girl that waits is a snub-nosed slattern ; 

The knives are black, and the forks are steel. 
A chum is welcome to roll and butter, 

A cup of tea or a glass of wine ; 
But I frankly own my surprise was utter 

When Aunt declared she would come and dine ; 
It thrilled my heart with intense pulsations 

To learn that this excellent aunt of mine, 
From whom I cherish my expectations, 

Was coming on Christmas Day to dine. 

The air was raw, and the sky was murky ; 

The feet slip-slopped on the slushy ground ; 
Yet I sallied forth, and I bought a turkey, 

And sausages strung in a necklace round ; 
Of lemons a brace, and of sage a plateful ; 

A bottle of port that was old and fine ; 
For what's expense to a nephew grateful 

Who's proudly expecting his aunt to dma? 
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It's freely acknowledged that ostentation 
Can never^be reckoned a fault of mine, 

But I know what's due to a dear relation 
Who's coming on Christmas Day to dine. 

The day came round, and the hour of dining ; 

But frolicsome fiends were abroad that night ; 
Filling the air with their shrieks and whining, 

Whirling the snow-flakes in gusts of white. 
Within, rare odours the sense were freighting, 

Not all of earth and not all divine ; 
I called to Nancy, " It's useless waiting — 

Serve up the turkey and let me dine." 
That bird, though high in my estimation, 

But seldom graces a board of mine ; 
To let it burn were a profanation, 

Though Queen and Court had been asked to dine. 

I helped myself to some slices tender, 

Sausages crisp and not too fat ; 
Never did monarch, the Faith's Defender, 

Banquet on royal I er fare than that. 
A wing came next, with a leg to follow, 

Washed down with blood of the purple vine ; 
And I left in fine but a framework hollow, 

That scarce sufficed for a mouse to dine. 
I viewed with satisfied contemplation 

The sculpture carved by that knife of mine ; 
And I felt that life has its compensation, 

And, come what will, it is sweet to dine. 
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I said my grace — and, for once, devoutly — 

I filled my glass, and I blew my cloud ; 
Bat hark ! the knocker goes banging stoutly, 

A step comes up with a creaking loud ! 
I peered thro' the smoke — for the room was quite fulL— 

And saw benevolent gig-lamps shine; 
" I'm late," said Aunt, "for the night wa3 frightful ; 

But here I am, and I mean to dine ! " 
With nerves that fluttered with strange pulsations, 

I viewed that excellent aunt of mine, 

» 

And I ceased expecting my expectations 
On hearing her say that she meant to dine. 



What shall we do, I want to know ? 

What shall we do, I wonder ? 
It really is the mistletoe, 

And here we're standing under. 
I never was in such a fix ! 

You see I'm blushing, don't you P 
Boys are so rude — you know their tricks- 

You'll promise not to, won't you ? 
My brother Harry talks such stuff ! 

I feel inclined to whip him ; 
He says a boy's " an awful muff " 

To let such chances slip him. 
It is so horrid being kissed — 

Excepting by your brother ; 
Well, if you will, I can't resist ; 

Oh, don't ! why, not another 1 
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strawberries, sweet strawberries, 

Too-tempting winter dream, 
How good you are, sweet strawberries, 

All crushed in country cream ! 
O raspberries, ripe raspberries, 

I 'sigh, and sigh in vain, 
For nectar-hearted raspberries 

All melting on the cane ! 
But ! ' my love, and ! my dear, 
We've got the best of berries here, 
The bonny bough, with beads of snow, 
Beneath whose leaves the kisses grow ! 

O, bilberries, wee bilberries, 

The bloomy berries shy ! 
Fair on a hill are bilberries, 

And fairer in a pie. 
mulberries, cranberries, 

For you my spirit grieves ! 
O red, green, yellow gooseberries, 

You make the whole world thieves ! 
But ! my love, and ! my dear, 
"We've got the best of berries here, 
The bonny bough, with beads of snow, 
Beneath whose leaves the kisses grow ! 
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Where are the blossoms of Spring, my sweet P 

Where is the snowdrop chilly P 
Where are the daisies that kissed our feet, 
Where is the lenten lily P 
Sing heigho ! 
The cold winds blow, 
And never a blossom will peep through the snow. 

Christmas, too, has its flowers, my sweet, 

Worthy of poets' praises ; 
Happy young faces meet and greet 
Here when the yule-log blazes. 
Love's leaves unclose, 
Though the cold wind blows, 
And a gentle thought is a Christmas rose. 



Jltfter xrr jlura*t? 

Abe they bitter or are they sweet, 
The thoughts that come and go, 
As laugh and shout ring merrily out, 

And the dance beats to and fro P 
Matron, watching the youngsters there, 
Your gallant lads and your daughters fair, 
I scan your face, and I long to share 

The thoughts that o'er it grow. 
A thousand memories crowd and fleet : 
And are they bitter or are they sweet P 



58 EMPTY CHAIBS. 

Oh, half are bitter, and half are sweet, 

The thoughts that melt and glow ; 
For they lead me back on a quiet track, 

Through many a Winter's snow. 
And the grey old men and the lads that died 
Are the warm young wooers that sue or chide, 
And I am the Queen of Christmastide 

In the Y alley of Long Ago. 
When past and present meet and greet, 
Some thoughts are bitter and some are sweet. 

Nay, are they bitter or are they sweet P 

I know not — who may know ? 
I nod and smile, but I feel the while 

The warm tears softly flow. 
Our roses wither, our joys grow cold, 
Yet girls are winsome and lads are bold, 
And a kiss will be sweet as it was of old 

Though we lie cold and low. 
The wizard thoughts that charm and cheat 
Are sweetly -bitter and bitter-sweet. 



A nahkowing circle year by year 

Draws round the hearth on Christmas Day. 

Ah me, for faces kind and dear 

Dispersed through regions far away, 

Or passed unto that shadowy shore 
i Whence never echo travels o'er ! 
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Few, few their wonted chairs shall fill ! 

His will be done — we must not weep ; 
But we, whom Christmas gathers still, 

Oh, closer, closer let us keep ; 
Knit soul to soul in union fast 
By memories of our mutual past. 
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4i The Season's Compliments ! " Ah no ! ah no ! 

They shall not call my Christmas greeting so. 

A " compliment " — why, that's the formal phrase 

Perfunctory politeness primly pays. 

Erase the libel — write my card above, 
" With all the Season's fond and loyal love." 



Oh, happy April-tide, 

When on the meadow green, 
Among the daisies pied, 

We spread our kirtles clean, 
And Bobin all the while 
Would loll against the stile, 
And pipe us strains that woke by turns 
A sigh and a smile. 



60 « WISHING YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS." 

Oh, merry Winter-tide, 

"When quivering flares of light 
Boar up the chimney wide, 

And glowing logs turn white ; 
And talk is never done, 
And tales are told for fun, 
And sweeter tales are whispered low 
To only one. 



" Upswing gmt a ®*rrij ffljpwtatitt." 

The sweet-breath'd Spring we do not blame 

Because, as in the days of old, 
Her flowers peep forth the very same, 
Bosy and white and gold. 

We do not quarrel with the Night 
Because upon our sins and jars 
She still rains down the same pure light 
Of all her throbbing stars. 

And love true love will never flout 

That on returning Christmas Days 
The same affection still goes out 

In just the same old phrase. 
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The winter night sets in 
Steely-hard and cold ; 
Up like spectres thin 

The white mists are rolled. 
There's russet and slate in the west 
Where late were crimson and gold ; 
The bird to its nest, 
And the lad to his rest, 
And the sheep to the fold. 

Oh, Winter's rough without, 
But Winter's right within ; 
He brings us laugh and shout, 

And the great log's din. 
He loves to grace his guest 
With best of barrel and bin. 
The bird to its nest, 
And the heart to its rest, 
With its kith and kin . 
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" We've had them before a thousand times, 
The same old thought and the same old rhymes- 
Holly and jolly, and snow and blow, 
Kisses and blisses and mistletoe. 
For the sickliest gush of the sorriest bard, 
Commend me, Sir, to a Christmas C&r&l" 



62 A WELCOME TO CHRISTMAS. 

Magnificent critic, with brow severe — 

It is so clever, you know, to sneer ! — 

I pray yon crush with your massive powers 

The plagiarist Spring with her hackneyed flowers, 

And spare, as unworthy your grave regard, 

My threadbare brains and my tawdry card. 

There are folks that I meet with now and then, 
Bomantic women and simple men, 
Whose hearts at the name of Christmas still 
With a thousand memories melt and thrill. 
To one such friend of my rhymes ill-starred 
I send (G-od bless him !) this Christmas Card. 
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Come to us, come to us, rare old fellow ! 

The world wags on, and the old things change ; 
As the leaf of our life turns sere and yellow, 

We gaze around, and the earth is strange ; 
And the heart will throb with a righter beating, 

A chord will thrill that was silent long, 
At the old, old words of a Christmas greeting, 

And the well-known lilt of a Christmas song. 

Come to us, come to us, kind old fellow ! 

The world has need of thy gentle sway ; 
Exalt our aims and our feelings mellow, 

And laugh the thought of a grudge away. 
Yea, lift our hearts above self or party ; 

Bid us be tender, and pure, and strong ; 
And grant, while our mirth is free and hearty, 

It shame not the earliest Christmas Song. 
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K!een and bleak ! keen and bleak ! 

The wind sweeps on with a wrathful shriek ; 

Under the gleam of the frosty stars, 

It shakes the shatters and strains the bars. 

Shriek, wind, and shrill, 

And sate thy will. 
Our Christmas fire burns brightly still. 

Crisp and cold ! crisp and cold ! 
The snow lies deep o'er the shining wold. 
The lingering leaves that fall in the blast 
In the stiffening mere are frozen fast. 

0, white and chill 

O'er moor and hill ! 
But our Christmas fire burns brightly still. 

Bitter without ! bitter without ! 
The icicles bristle their spears from the spout ; 
The notes of the carol-boys quaver with cold, 
While their breath like a column of smoke is rolled. 

But we joke our fill, 

And laugh with a will, 
4.nd brave old Christmas is Christmas still. 
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Who but loves tlie red rose, 

The splendid queen of June, 
That sheds her soul on the glamour and haze, 
And the lavish life of the charmed days, 
When earth is her harp, and Junetide plays 

A full triumphal tune P 
There's none but loves the red rose, 
The splendid queen of June. 
But heigho 

For the globes of snow, 
That laughing come when the roses go ! 
Heigho 

For the mistletoe, 
And the blossom mouths that are kissed below ! 

She's ripe and rare, the red rose, 

But ah ! she dies too soon ; 
She yields her heart to the warm young ray, 
But shrinks from the touch of Autumn gray, 
And shivers and sighs and fades away 

Before the harvest moon ; 
So fair and frail is the red rose, 
The splendid queen of June. 
Then heigho 
For the globes of snow, 
That laughing come when the roses go ! 
Heigho 

For the mistletoe, 
And the blossom mouths that are kissed below ! 
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" A Merry Christmas ! " magic phrase ! 

In spite of Time's cold fingers, 
The bloom of far-off golden days 

About its music lingers. 
It speaks, and joys that long have lain 

In grass-grown cold effeteness 
Awake in all their bloom again, 

And all their virgin sweetness. 

They rise, they rise from mid-eclipse, 

The long beclouded blisses ; 
Once more from ripe reluctant lips 

We snatch the first sweet kisses. 
Once more with light young feet we tread 

The lamp-hung festal places ; 
The roaring yule-log, flickering red, 

Lights up the olden faces. 

" A merry Christmas ! " care and pride 

May chill the heart's warm beating ; 
But souls close-barred will open wide 

At sound of that old greeting ; 
And, backward borne to scenes of youth, 

On tides of recollection, 
Will glow awhile with simpler truth 

And tenderer affection. 
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Ev'kt morning when he wakes 
To her heart her child she takes. 
Rosebud lips that cling and pont 
Press thoir dewy sweetness out ; 
Close to hers in full content 
Bounded baby cheeks are leant ; 
Baby arms her neck enfold, 
Bicher chains than chains of gold. 

Ev'ry morning, oh, be sure, 
Love's deep fountain gushes pure ; 
Love, in words that cannot rise, 
Floods with tears the mother's eyes. 
While she feels his fingers weak, 
While his breath is on her cheek, 
Other bliss may come or go — 
Here is all her heart can know. 

Yet to-day an added grace 
In her gentle soul hath place, 
While her musings backward flow 
To a Christmas long ago. 
Soft she murmurs, " Saviour blest, 
Cherished once at mother's breast, 
Bending earthward glances mild, 
Bless a mother and her child." 
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The great bell swings o'erhead, 

With rhythmic pulse and slow, 
O'er blossoms white and red, 

O'er dreary drifts of snow. 
"Winter succeeds to Spring, 

Lives ripen and decay- 
Unchanged its accents ring, 

" Come in, poor souls, and pray." 

O friend, its pleading heed ; 

Draw near with not a doubt ; 
Bring all thy sin and need. 

Leave all beside without. 
So life this New Year's Day 

Shall win a softer hue ; 
Old things shall pass away, 

And all the world be new. 
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Without or murmur or motion, 

Eipple or surge or gleam, 
We drift on a silent river 

To a sea of dream. 
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Yet once in each year that passes, 

When the Old Year's pnlse is low, 
When the clock gives warning of midnight, 
We can hear it flow. 

As we bend o'er the ashy features, 

As we think, " This, too, must go," 
In the strained and pulsing silence, 
We can hear it flow. 

'Tis the tide of thoughts and of feelings, 

The tide of laughter and tears, 
The tide of dreams and of actions — 
The Eiver of Years. 

Oh, hush ! I can hear it flowing — 

It sings and it surges free ! 
Oh, swiftly, swiftly it bears us 
Down to the sea ! 




MISCELLANEOUS SONGS AND 

RHYMES. 



They say the world's a weary place, 

Where tears are never dried, 
Where pleasures pass like breath on glass, 

And only woes abide. 
It may be so— I cannot know — 

Yet this I dare to say, 
My lot has had more glad than sad, 

And so it has to-day. 

They Bay that love's a cmel jest ; 

They tell of women's wiles — 
That poison dips in pouting lips, 

And death in dimpled smiles. 
It may be so — I cannot know — 

Yet sure of this I am, 
One heart is found above the ground 

Whose love is not a sham. 

They say that life's a bitter curse- 
That hearts are made to ache, 

That jest and song are gravely wrong, 
And health a vast mistake. 
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It may be so — I cannot know — 
But let them talk their fill ; 

I like my life, and love my wife, 
And mean to do so still. 



Down in the dnsty street 

The clatter of wheels is loud ; 
Ever the tramp of feet, 

The muffled roar of a crowd. 
But over the smoke- wreaths black, 

The fever and din and craze, 
My thoughts go wandering back, 
Aye, back to the dear old days. 
Tender and gracious-hearted, 

Soft with a sylvan haze, 
Come dreams of the days departed, 
Dreams of the dear old days. 

Once more a jubilant child, 

Through the slow sweet Summer hours, 
In the woods I wander wild, 

Crowned king of the birds and flowers. 
Long are my days and bright, 

And soon as the evening dies 
A mother's kiss lies light 

On my tranquil dreaming eyes* 
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Tender and gracious-hearted, 

Soft with a sylvan haze, 
Come dreams of the days departed, 

Dreams of the dear old days. 

And now in the eventide 

I sit 'neath the trysting tree 
With the maiden tender-eyed 

Who has stolen my heart from me. 
Warm in my own I hold 

The tremulous fingers white 
As the old old tale is told 

To her and the winds of night. 
Tender and gracious-hearted, 

Soft with a sylvan haze, 
Come dreams of the days departed, 
Dreams of the dear old days. 

Mother, where art thou now P 

Thou art one of the angels blest ; 
Maid of the pensive brow, 

Green is thy churchyard rest. 
I in the city mart 

Sit by the flickering blaze 
And comfort my weary heart 

With dreams of the dear old days. 
Tender and gracious-hearted, 

Soft with a sylvan haze, 
Come dreams of the days departed, 
Dreams of the dear old days. 



72 * THE HUMAN RIVER. 



A mighty and voiceful river, 

With eddying rush and roar, 
Bolls on through the streets of London 

For ever and evermore. 

It sparkles through square and terrace, 
With the sunshine on its breast ; 

It moans through the fetid alleys 
In a hopeless dull unrest ; 

It surges through splendid highways, 
It seethes through the clamorous mart, 

Three million drops in its volume, 
And every drop a heart. 

Oh, strange to think, while the torrent 

In its midmost fury flows, 
That each drop has its separate fortunes, 

Its separate joys and woes. 

It flows and it flows for ever, 

And it never stints or stops, 
And it gathers might and thunder, 

But its drops are different drops. 

It flows and it flows for ever, 

And still for thee and me 
It sweeps through a wider channel, 

And nears the silent sea. 
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In the rarest of English valleys 

A motherless girl ran wild, 
And the greenness and silence and gladness 

Were soul of the soul of the child. 
The birds were her gay little brothers, 

The squirrels her sweethearts shy ; 
And her heart kept tune with the rain-drops, 

And sailed with the clouds in the sky. 
And angels kept coming and going, 

With beautiful things to do ; 
And wherever they left a footprint 

A cowslip or primrose grew. 

She was taken to live in London, 

So thick with pitiless folk, 
And she could not smile for its badness, 

And could not breathe for its smoke. 
And now, as she lay on her pallet, 

Too weary and weak to rise, 
A smile of ineffable longing 

Brought dews to her faded eyes : 
" Oh me, for a yellow cowslip, 

A pale little primrose dear ! 
Won't some kind angel remember, 

And pluck one and bring it here P 



» 



They bought her a bunch of cowslips ; 

She took them with fingers weak, 
And kissed them, and stroked them, and 
loved them, 

And laid them against her cheek. 
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" It was kind of the angels to send them, 

And, now I'm too tired to pray, 
If God looks down at the cowslips, 

He'll know what I want to say." 
They buried them in her bosom, 

And when she shall wake and rise, 
Why may not the flowers be quickened, 

And bloom in her happy skies ? 
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All elfland owns my sway ; 

Ten thousand sportive sprites 
In moon-blanched meadows gay 
Attend my court o' nights. 
What time the Summer sun is low, 
Our phosphor-lamps are all a-glow ; 
The harebell swings a tinkling peal, 
And forth from heath and hedge we steal. 
Ho ! ho ! ho ! 
On twinkling toe, 
Flitting, floating to and fro, 
Gliding airily, 
Sliding fairily, 
Bound the merry dancers go — 

Round, round, round, 
The merry dancers go. 
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No sound from field or town, 

No stir on moor or hill ; 
Star-greetings tremble down, 
The tranced winds are still. 
With streaming tresses amber-bright, 
And white arms flashing through the night, 
We wind and whirl and meet and pass, 
And hardly bend the jewell'd grass. 
Ho! ho! ho! 
On twinkling toe, 
Flitting, floating to and fro, 
Gliding airily, 
Sliding fairily, 
Bound the merry dancers go — 

Round, round, round, 
The merry dancers go. 
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" O, gbip me, hands of the sturdy grip, 

That have bled for me and mine, 
And deeply dip each loyal lip 

In a mighty cup of wine. 
My last stout cup ! — ay, mine eye is bright, 

And my heart beats full and free ; 
Yet I know that the dawn of to-morrow's light 

Shall bring no light to me." 
Hark to the notes that sink and swell ! 
Hark to the toll of St. Neotan's bell t 
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" St. Nectan's bell in the western tower — 

The ringerless, ropeless bell — 
Self-swayed, it pealed in my natal hour ; 

Self-swayed, it hath tolled my knell. 
This windless eve, 'twixt the light and dark, 

Like a soul that parts in pain, 
It moaned in mine ear, it groaned — 0, hark ! 

Those iron sobs again ! 
Hark to the notes that sink and swell ! 
Hark to the toll of. St. Nectan's bell ! " 

They gripped his hand with a sturdy grip, 

They gazed with misty eyne, 
And deep was the dip of each bearded lip 

In the earl's great cup of wine. 
He held it high, and he drained it dry ; 

Then forward drooped his head, 
And, with never a word and never a sigh, 

He fell on his face, stone-dead. 
Hark to the notes that sink and swell ! 
Hark to the toll of St. Nectan's bell I 



A babe June day, a pleasant scene, 
A gracious air, a sky unclouded — 
How sweet those elms' new-budded green !-— 
The Ladies' Mile is crowded. 
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A gay kaleidoscopic show, 

In combinations all unending, 
The restless fragments come and go, 
Revolving, parting, blending. 

0, there are forms of Juno-mould, 

And palfreys perfect in their paces, 
And tresses black and brown and gold, 
And proud and piquant faces. 

One face, amid a hundred here 

More ripely-rounded, richly-tinted ; 
One little face — how soft and dear ! — 
Upon my heart is printed. 

Sweet, in those far-off wistful eyes, 

The jangling life around unheeding, 
I think a pure heart-history lies, 
Not difficult of reading. 

I think, ere London whirl and strife 

Involved you in their 'wildering mazes, 
You lived a simple pastoral life 

Among your birds and daisies. 

I think you think you'd gladly change 
Your throne above the rival beauties 
For that old life's unfettered range, 

Its thoughts and dreams and duties. 

I think 'twere sweet to lead you back, 

And watch (as London's towers should dwindle) 
Your soft cheeks win the bloom they lack, 
Your great eyes flash and kindle. 
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I think — but, see, she rides away ; 

She nears the arch in canter rapid ; 
She's gone : the sunshine fails the day, 
The Mile is stale and vapid. 



I meet with people here and there 

Who walk through life with muffled tread ; 
And when you say, The day is fair, 

They softly sigh, and shake their head. 
The bright and gracious summer sky 

In wide blue arch "is o'er them bowed, 
And yet they shake their head and sigh, 

And point you out a tiny cloud. 
Why do they shake their head and sigh 
And view that speck of all the sky P 

I wonder why. 

And when young lovers bill and coo, 

And play at being man and wife, 
And talk of all the things they'll do 

In yonder lovely sweep of life, 
It seems to them so sad a fact 

Young folks should draw such giddy breath, 
They beg acceptance of a tract 

On Early Calls and Sudden Death. 
When happy hearts are beating high, 
Why do they tell them they must die P 

I wonder why. 
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And when the children shont at play, 

Or peals of langhter break their chat, 
Why do they grimly smile and say, 

"Ah, yes! you'll soon be cured of that. 
Wise heads will come another day, 

And boys are boys, and still will be ; 
So laugh, young people, while you may — 

Ere long you'll know the world like me." 
Why is it wise to smile and sigh, 
And hold your cambric to your eye P 

I wonder why ? 



Ah yes ! my heart will remember 

As long as its pulse shall beat ! 
I walked in the grim December 

Through the cruel London street. 
The winter night was closing, 

Hushing the roar and strife, 
And a night as dark and cold and stark 

Seemed closing over my life. 

And behold ! the night was parted 
By the thrill of a sudden song — 
A song of the hope deep-hearted, 

The love that endureth long. 
The voice had the lark's aspiring, 
And the chords were a thunder-roll, 
And they came to me there like the answer 
to pray'r, 
Bracing the nerves of my aowl* 
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I took to my heart the token ; 

I battle and hope and pray. 
E'en now is the darkness broken 

By some faint flush of the day. 
And the singer P Ever beside me, 

She sings to me still that strain, 
And languor dies as the great chords rise, 

And my heart grows strong again. 



Maiden, what are your thoughts, 

As into the new Maytide 
Your presence flows like the breath of a rose, 

The crowning waft denied P 
The shadowy gleam of a darling dream 

Makes moonlight of your face ; 
I pray you tell what sweet thoughts dwell 

In your spirit's holy place P 
" On, on before, to the fairy shore, 
My bright-winged fancies flash and soar ; - 
To-day is barren and dark and cold, 
To-morrow's ablaze with the sunrise gold." 

Father, what are your thoughts, 
As you crouch in the genial air, 
With thin hands spread to the embers red, 
And fixed unconscious stare P 
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You catch no sound as the talk goes round, 
You heed not the children's sport ; 

On what lone way does your fancy stray P 
Of what is the old man's thought ? 
"Oh, backward aye to the green young May 

My wistful fancies fondly stray ; 

To-day is barren and dark and cold, 

But yesterday has the sunset gold." 
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A weary heart made moan, 
And this was still its sigh : 
" "Was never a heart so lone, 
So comfortless as I. 
Oh, never did tired eyes weep 
Such bitter, bitter brine, 
And never before pressed weight so sore 
On shoulders weak as mine, 

Ah me! 
On shoulders weak as mine ! " 

With eyes and thoughts afar, 
She saw not while she wept 

That through the door ajar 
A little child had crept. 
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A toddling two-years' babe, 
It crept by shy degrees, 
Till its head was pressed to her heaving breast, 
And it slept npon her knees ; 

Soft— soft, 
It slept upon her knees. 

Her tears gushed forth amain ; 

But these were tears of grace ; 
Her heart was sick with pain 

For the little famished face. 
And when the round eyes oped, 

She soothed the child and fed ; 
She kissed it oft, and she laid it soft, 

And watched beside the bed ; 
"Watched — watched, 

And watched beside the bed. 

When sunrise lit the pane, 

No baby blessed her sight ; 
But lo ! where its head had lain, 

A hovering haloed light ! 
And gone from the weeper's heart 

"Was the weight that pressed so sore ; 
Her tears might flow for another's woe, 

But she wept for her own no more ; 
Ah no! 

She wept for her own no more. 
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Though I certainly never conld boast 
The slenderest gift of haranguing, 
And the thought of proposing a toast 
To me is as awful as hanging ; 

Being badgered and pressed, 

And not suffered to rest, 

And enjoy and digest — 

"Why, I'll e'en do my best ; 
My language, old-fashioned and queer it is ; 
But the toast is a grand one — and here it is. 

I will not enlarge on their eyes — 

Though, bless me, how bright they are ! 
Their waists, a mere nothing in size- 
So natty and tight they are ; 
Their heads — though so clever and wise ; 

Their hearts — though so right they are ; 
I'd better leave this to the beaux, 
For talking their trade is ; 
The youngsters would grin— ■ 
For my hair's getting thin. 
And I'm fat in the chin 
And as wrinkled as sin ;— 
So to close, 
In plain prose — 
A bumper— a thumper — no heel-taps — here goes- 
God bless them, 
The ladies ! 
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Oh, don't you remember the roses, 

That June of enchanted delight — 
These fairily pink as a sea-shell, 

Those crimson that deepened to night ? 
And never the breath of a breezelet, 

The stir of the lace on a shawl, 
But a waft of voluptuous incense, 

Stole faint on the senses of all. 

Do you ask for the Queen of the roses, 

The Empress of white and of red, 
At the sound of whose delicate footfall 

Each blossom bends proudly its head P 
By the rose-tints that break through the pearl-tints 

Behold her in majesty there, 
v With roses that blush in her bosom, 

And roses that breathe from her hair. 
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white, white, white, 

The great flats stretched away, 

Misty and white in the fading light 
Of the holy Christmas Day. 
And ever and aye from the lift, 1 
That gloomed so mirk and brown, 

Silent and swift on the deepening drift 
The snow come down. 
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chill, chill, chill, 

In raiment poor and old, 
Drowsy and chill, with faltering will, 

A child toiled over the wold. 

Far off in a golden haze 

Glimmered the lights of the town, 
And, dimming her gaze to a dream and daze, 
The snow came down. 

cold, cold, cold, 

With small hands crossed, she lies, 
Quiet and cold, while town and wold 

Are blent on her closing eyes. 

Hark ! bells ring faint and sweet 

Her restful dreams to crown, 
And, pure and meet, for her winding-sheet, 
The snow floats down. 



A lad walks out 'neath the June's blue dome 

"With a parched and feverous heart ; 
He longs to break from his quiet home, 

And bear in the world his part ; 
For his soul is elate with a purpose great, 

And his courage is strong and true ; 
And it seems so hard, so hard to wait 

While the work is there to do. 
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In the hot forefront of the battle of life 

He has sworn a crown to win — 
Oh, when will the trumpet sound for strife, 
And the fierce wild work begin P 
Ah, boy, within must the fight begin, 

Tame first thy restless pride ; 
Who conquers self shall victory win 
O'er all the world beside. 

A man is pacing his room by night, 

A warrior stern and strong, 
Who has dared to fight for the down-trod right, 

Against the purpled wrong. 
But the ancient lie sits throned high, 

And the truth is overborne ; 
And the only meed his blood may buy 

Is hunger and hate and scorn ; 
And the noble rage that his soul has stirred 

No longer will be dumb, 
And he cries, in the anguish of hope deferred, 
" Oh, when will the triumph come ? " 
Ah, man, within must the fight begin, 

Tame first thy restless pride ; 
Who conquers self shall victory win 
O'er all the world beside. 

In the last fierce flush of the western skies, 

In the glare of the dying day, 
An old man lies, with filmy eyes, 

.Breathing his soul away. 
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" Ah, blusterer, Death, you may shake my breath, 
But you cannot shake Go<Ts will ; 
My body will turn to its earth," he saith, 

" His work will onward still. 
Across me dead must the victor tread 

That carries the crowning height. 
To another God gives the laurelled head — 
He granted me to fight." 
A green bay-bough for thy world- worn brow, 

Calm heart, and deep, and tried ! 
In death thou liest triumphant now 
O'er self and all beside. 
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Buoyant and fresh and glad, 

Singeth the river clear ; 
A little lass and lad 

Are sporting on the pier. 
Where do the wondrous waters flow P 
They cannot know — they cannot know ; 
They only listen to their song, 
And think 'twere sweet to drift along. 

Chequered with light and shade, 

Moweth the river deep ; 
A happy youth and maid 
Gaze on its sounding sweep. 
He bids her come — she takes his hand ; 
He leads her downward from the strand ; 
And all of love is the river's song, 
As they drift along — and drift along. 
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Solemn and calm and grand 

Floweth the river wide ; 
Two old folks, hand in hand, 
Are gazing on its tide. 
Softly the ripples kiss the shore 
Where looms the old church-steeple hoar^ 
The cawing rooks fly home to nest, 
" Yonder," they whisper, " there is rest." 





RHYMES FOR YOUNG FOLKS. 



[Three of these pieces were included in a previous volume 
of verses by the Author of this Book.] 



Cluck-a-cltjck ! clack-clack ! 
Every ringy mottled toe, 
Raised with graceful erudition, 
Poised in just the right position ; 
Yery dignified and slow ; 
Oluck-a-cluck ! clack-clack ! 
Chickens trooping at her back, 
See the lady-mother go ! 

Cluck-a-cluck ! clack-clack ! 
Chickens chirrup at her back ; 
How they waver to and fro 

In a long and straggling tether, 
Light as thistledown doth blow 
In the harvest weather ! 
Oh, enchanted balls of feather, 
Chickens, chickens, keep together ! 
Walk in sober two-and-two, 
As Miss Crabb's young ladies do ; 
Pray observe a proper row — 
Nobody can count you so. 
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if Cluck-a-cluck ! clack-clack ! 
Chickens trooping at my back, 
Look at me ! look at me ! 

I deserve the imitation, 
Everybody must agree, 

Of the rising generation. 
Mark my carriage as I go — 

Connoisseurs pronounce it fine ; 
Cluck-a-cluck ! Pronounce it so ; 

Point your toes as I do mine." 

" Clack-a-clack ! cluck-cluck ! " 
What is this her mind has struck ? 
Longer, louder, stronger, prouder, 
While the chickens jolt and crowd her, 

Higher, thicker, 

Sharper, quicker, 
Comes her cluck-a-cluck-a-cluck ! 
See, her gnarly toes she points 
Till one trembles for her joints. 
Lady-hen, confide in us — 
Why and wherefore such a fuss ? 

Oh, my dears, I understand ! 
See, she leads her little band, 
Every chirping son and daughter, 
Down to yonder sunny water. 
Tiny wavelets dance and ripple ; 

" Come," she cries, " my merry elves ! 
Here, I guess is famous tipple ; 
Lads and lasses, help yourselves ! 
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Flirting fluffy, flossy wings, 

Cheeping, ohirping every one, 
Oh, the wee impatient things ! 

Helter-skelter, how they run ! 
Tipping, slipping, ripping, gripping— 

In that least of little lakes 
Every eager beak is dipping ; 

But, before a drop it takes, 
Very sweet and good and meek, 

Every chicken in its place 
Skyward lifts its yellow beak, 

Says a little silent grace ; 
Then with zest and right good-will 
Drinks the nectar fresh and chill. 

Chicken, you're a baby mite, 

Very young and soft and small ; 
I can jump (I must not fight) 
Do a sum and .fly a kite, 

Whip a top and catch a ball. 
Sure I should be strong and bold — 
Soon I shall be eight years old. 
But a boy's a foolish fellow 

If he will not learn from you, 
Tiny chicken round and yellow, 

Lesson sweet and pure and true. 
Every time I take a meal 
Very thankful I will feel. 
Ere His bounties I enjoy, 

I will praise the Father good, 

Who to chick and man and boy 

Gives their daily food. 



92 SNOJFLAKE AND AVALANCHE. 

JtowttlMta ntfo Jhxnhnt\* : 

fs. Parable. 

One winter morning, blank and cold, 
A seed is buried in the mould ; 
And now from out the heart of earth 
A slender emerald shoot hath birth. 
It sucks the sun, it drinks the dew, 
It ripens to the russet hue ; 
Then comes the reaper, blithe and fain, 
And gathers in the blessed grain. 

Then sow, my lads, ay, sow, my lads ; 

The gentle thought will grow, my lads ; 
Small at first and little worth, 
Sunned by heaven, and fed by earth, 
Downward root, and upward shoot, 
Lo ! it ripens into fruit. 
Sow the seed, and let it lie — 
Not a single grain shall die ; 
Fair and yellow, full and mellow, 
Waves the harvest by-and-by ! 

Behold, on some chill Alpine height 
A little snowflake, soft and white, 
Slides downward in its silent course, 
And, sliding, ever gathers force ; 
It gathers force, it takes a form, 
And now, a voice of wreck and storm, 
It rushes, crushes, thunders down 
In earthquake on the fated town. 
E'en so, my lads, e'en so, my lads, 
The little fault will grow, my lads ; 
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Slight at first, and soft and white, 
Lo ! it gathers day and night ; 
Gathers, hardens, shapes, and grows, 
Solid ice, not pliant snows, 
Massy, dread, beyond control, 
With mountain- weight and thunder-roll, 
Shaking, quaking, bursting, breaking, 
It crushes down the hapless soul. 



Ah me ! these terrible tongues of ours ! 

Are we half aware of their mighty powers ? 

Do we ever trouble our heads at all 

Where the jest may strike, or the hint may fall ? 

The latest chirp of that " little bird," 

That spicy story " you must have heard," — 

We jerk them away in our gossip rash, 

And somebody's glass, of course, goes smash. 

What fames have been blasted and broken, 
What pestilent sinks been stirred, 

By a word in lightness spoken, 
By only an idle word ! 

A sneer, a shrug, a whisper low — 
They are poisoned shafts from an ambushed bow ; 
Shot by the coward, the fool, the knave, 
They pierce the mail of the great and brave. 



94 BLACK AND WHITE. 

Vain is the buckler of wisdom or pride 
To turn the pitiless point aside ; 
The lip may curl with a careless smile, 
But the heart drips blood, drips blood the while. 
Ah me ! what hearts have been broken, 

What rivers of blood been stirred, 
By a word in malice spoken, 
By only a bitter word ! 

A kindly word and a tender tone, 
To only God is their virtue known ! 
They can lift from the dust the abject head, 
They can turn a foe to a friend instead ; 
The heart close-barred with passion and pride 
Will fling at their knock its portals wide, 
And the hate that blights, and the scorn that sears, 
Will melt in the fountain of child-like tears. 
What ice-bound griefs have been broken, 

What rivers of love been stirred, 
iBj a word in kindness spoken, 

By only a gentle word ! 



"A gloomy world," says Neighbour Black, 
" Where clouds of dreary dun, 
In masses rolled, the sky enfold, 
And blot the noonday srax " . 



SEED-TIME AND HARVEST. 95 

"Aye, so it is," says Neighbour White ; 
"But haply you and I 
Might shed a ray to oheer the way — 
Come, Neighbour, let us try." 

"A vale of tears," says Neighbour Black, 
" A vale of weary breath, 
Of soul-wrung sighs and hopeless eyes 
From birth to early death." 
"Aye, so it is," says Neighbour "White ; 
" But haply you and I 
Just there and here might dry a tear— 
Come, Neighbour, let us try." 

" A wilderness," says Neighbour Black, 
" A desert waste and wide, 
Where rank weeds choke, and ravens croak, 
And noisome reptiles hide." 
" Aye, so it is," says Neighbour White, 
" But haply you and I 

Might clear the ground our homes around — 
Come, Neighbour, let us try." 



JHE JSONG OF THE JSOWER. 

The wind of March blew keen and shrill, 
And the earth lay naked and cold and still, 
As the sower wrought at his patient toil, 
Casting the seed in the furrowed soiI\ 
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But his hopes took wing to the Autumn morn 
When the valley should laugh with the rustling 
corn, 

And the reapers bold 

Should garner the gold, 
Thirty, sixty, a hundred fold. 

Oh scatter the seed with a lavish hand, 
O'er all the breadth of the fruitful land — 
Compassionate word, and kindly deed, 
And diligent prayer's unfailing seed. 
Though now thou sowest in lonely tears, 
Though long it be ere a blade appears, 

When thy heart is old, 

Thou shalt garner thy gold, 
Thirty, sixty, a hundred fold. 




$ Jfotgrf of ifc 1S[ao8 : 

A Song of the J^ifeboat. 

" Of all the gallant craft, lads, 
That sail the sea to-day, 
And fly old England's colours 

O'er the Island Queen's highway; 
Of great craft and small craft, 
That dot the waste of blue, 
Now which is the worthiest craft of all, 
And which the noYtaaV. ctero^ " 



(f 
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w tlie merchant-ship's the best, lads, 
That cleaves the curdled foam ; 
She plunders pole and tropics 

To store each English home ; 
She makes the world our mart, lads, 
Its richest chapmen we." 
There are better craft than the merchant-ship, 
Aye, better craft than she." 

" the man-o'-war's the best, lads, 
The fortress of the deep ; 
She frees the pent-up thunder, 
She bids the lightning leap ; 
She makes the world do homage 
To one poor isle's decree." 
" There are better craft than the man-o'-war, 
Aye, better craft than she." 

" the lifeboat's the best, lads — 
The tiny bark and brave, 
That plucks the precious life, lads, 

From the howling, ravening wave. 
She seeks nor power nor pleasure, 
She seeks nor fame nor fee, 
But she sails on blessed angel's wings, 
To save the souls at sea." 



^ 



98 A CHILL'S BOUNTY. 



A weaky woman was begging her bread, 

As a little maid pass'd by ; 
No word of entreaty the pale lips said, 

But strong was the pray'r in the eye ; 
She had not a penny, the child that stood 

And gazed in that wistful face ; 
But she gave her a gift that was full as good, 

A look of pity and grace. 
That blessed look like a sunbeam stole, 
And brightened the gloom of the outcast's soul. 

The door of the alehouse grated wide,' 

And out to the golden day, 
With steps that staggered from side to side, 

A drunkard made his way. 
She looked in dread at the drooping head, 

The bleared and brutal gaze, 
And " Father, have pifcy," the child-lips said, 

" And win him from evil ways." 
Through the gates of heav'n that whisper stole, 
And the angels joyed for a rescued soul. 

Though it mayn't be much that a child can do, 

That has neither lore nor wealth, 
It can scatter the grace the wide world through, 

Of its bountiful youth and health. 
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It can dimple and dance from place to place, 

As a wandering sunbeam sprays ; 
And the world will bless its innocent grace, 

And its gentle and loving ways. 
sweet to think that your sunshine stole, 
And brightened the gloom of some hopeless soul ! 




j>L jSONG OF pONFLICT. 

We are fighting a fight, my lads ! 

The leaden hailstones fly, 
The sabres sweep and the lances leap, 

The death-reek blots the sky. 

Would you carry the crowning height ? 

Be wreathed with the victor's bay P 
Then trust no brand in your own weak hand, 

But down on your knees and pray. 

We are running a race, my lads ! 

O, stout must b& the soul, 
And sound the limb and the core of him 

That hopes to reach the goal. 

Does your tired head droop on your breast ? 

Do muscle and nerve give way P 
Does your breath come thick and your heart turn sick P 

Then down on your knees and pray. 



100 SILVER LININGS, 

We are reaping a field, my lads ! 
Already the night is nigh ; 
See, faint and afar, one pulsing star 
Shines out in the kindled sky. 
Would you level a goodly swath, 
And trust that your Lord shall say, 
" For burden and heat comes guerdon sweet ? " 
Then down on your knees and pray. 



jltiu^r fitting*: 

fs. jSONG OF JSUNSHINE AND J^AIN. 

Life is not all June weather, lad, 
All fragrance, bloom, and haze, 
With shimmering hedgerows, green and glad, 

And daisy-dimpled ways ; 
But if the clouds rush dark and dun, 

And fiercely beats the rain, 
We need not think the blessed sun 
Will never shine again. 

Then out upon whining and pining, 

On murmuring- low or loud ; 

We'll think of the silver lining, 

Whenever we see the cloud. 

happy sunshine, bright and brave ! 

Like fairy prince of old, 
He does but give his wand a wave, 

And earth is turned to gold. 
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But if the sun should always shine, 

jllack for leaf and blade ! 
The corn would droop, the flowers would pine, 
The herbage shrink and fade. 

Then out upon whining and pining, 

On murmuring low or loud ; 

We'll think of the silver lining, 

Whenever we see the cloud. 

June and December, sun and rain, 

Soft air and biting blast, 
We need them all to swell the grain, 

And load the wains at last. 
So whether skies are blue above, 

Or softening rain-drops fall, 
Look up to Grod, and trust his love, 
And thank him still for all. 

Then out upon whining and pining, 

On murmuring low or loud ; 
We'll think of the silver lining, 
Whenever we see the cloud. 




]fHE JSONG OF THE pLIMBERS. 

Lo, a ladder, sheer, unbounded, 
Narrowing upward to the view, 

On the earth its base is grounded, 
But its summit probes the blue. 
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As we stand agaze thereunder, 
Loom far phantoms np the height, 

And we ask in awe and wonder, 
How they won that eagle-flight. 

They climbed to Heaven from solid ground, 

Hand over hand, and round by round. 

In the morning of existence 

For the work their nerves they strung, 
Dauntless courage, sheer persistence, 

Won at length the lowest rung ; 
Still no respite from endeavour, 

Slackened grip or backward eye, 
Onward, upward, onward ever, 

Till we lost them in the sky. 
They climbed to Heaven from solid ground, 
Hand over hand, and round by round. 

Do you dream those heights of winning P 

Cease to dream, begin to try ; 
Each defeat, each new beginning, 

Gives you steadier heart and eye ; 
Though the gathering clouds astound you, 

Though your foothold sways and jars, 
God is with you, angels round you, 

And your resting-place — the stars. 
Then climb to Heaven from solid ground, 
Hand over hand, and round by round. 



UNTIL THE DAY BREAKS 



SACRED SONGS AND VERSES. 



jl§$ §artj htm m\nt *\t ttmlb. 

jS. ^ARK XIV. 8. 

In Simon's house the Master sat at meat ; 

Then Mary took a box of spikenard rare, 
And brake it on His head, and wiped His feet 

With the soft splendour of her trailing hair ; 
And lo ! the wafting of the ointment spilled 
With costly fragrance all the dwelling filled. 

Then some there were that murmured at her sore : 
" Why was the ointment squandered all for 
naught ? " 
But Jesus bade them trouble her no more : 

" This is a good work that her hand hath 
wrought ; 
Her precious nard aforetime did she bring 
To grace My body for the burying. 



104 SEEKING REST. 

"Yea, what she could she did. Beneath the sun, 
Wherever men shall preach this word of Mine, 
There also shall this thing that she hath done 

Be told for her memorial and sign." 
So spake the Lord of her, by men withstood, 
Who gave, in trustful love, what gift she could. 

Mary, thine ointment poured upon His head, 
Mute homage of thy loving, longing soul, 

Only throughout the house its odour shed ; 
Thy deed is wafted forth from pole to pole, 

Through the long lapse of never-ending years 

A holy perfume in disciples' ears. 

And lowly souls henceforth shall courage take, 
Recalling thy memorial fond and sweet ; 

Though poor their service for the Master's sake, 
Yet bold to lay it at His blessed feet, 

Trusting to hear Him say, " servants good, 

Ye, too, have done for Me what thing ye could." 



ye that fare amid these breathless places, 

Spending your souls 'twixt factory and mart, 
Ye whose quick eyes and pale and eager faces 
Reveal the restless heart, 



MAGDALENE. 105 

What are ye seeking in your fevered labour, 

That knows no pause through all the crowded week, 
Each for himself, and no man for his neighbour ; 
What is that ye seek ? 

" Oh, some seek bread — no more — life's mere 
subsistence ; 
And some seek wealth and ease — the common quest ; 
And some seek fame, that hovers in the distance ; 
But all are seeking rest. 

" Our temples throb, our brains are turning, turning, 
Would God that what we strain at were possessed ; 
God knows our souls are parched and black with 
yearning ; 

God knows we faint for rest." 

He went his way, a haggard shape and dreary, 
His hard face set towards the kindled west ; 
And, lo ! a voice, " Come unto Me, ye weary, 
And I will give you rest." 



agitated 

Who is this, with drooping head, 

Who is this, with faded eyes, 
Stealing with that crouching tread, 

As the day begins to rise ? 
Weary heart, I know thee now, 

Bowed beneath thy burden dread : 
Woful Mary, it is thou, 

Come to mourn thy Sacred Dead. 



106 JESUS LOVED THE CHLLDBEN. 

Who is this, by rapture led, 

On such light and glancing feet, 
Where, as men whose hope is fled, 

Jesus' wan disciples meet P 
Blissful heart, I know thee now, 

Speaking words like ointment shed 
Favoured Mary, it is thon, 

First to greet the Risen Dead. 



[Written, at the request of the Sunday School Union, for the 

Raikes Centenary^ 

Jestjs loved the children : 

" Let them come," He said ; 
Placed His arms around them, 

Blessed each shining head. 
" To My Father's kingdom 

Entrance would ye win P 
Lo, as little children 

Ye must enter in." 

Jesus loved the children — • 

Brothers, far and wide 
Tell how holy Jesus 

Lived for them and died. 
Lead the lambs of Jesus 

To his sheltering breast ; 
Ye, in blessing children, 

Shall youxBetaofe b& \ailasb. 
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Jesus loves you, children, 

As He loved of old ; 
Still His kind hands bless you, 

Still His arms enfold. 
May His mercy keep you 

Till your locks are white, 
Trustful little children 

In His holy sight. Amen. 



jS. yifi-ATT. XIY. 22-34. 

Lo, in the moonless night, 
In the rough wind's despite, 

They ply the oar. 
Keen gusts smite in their teeth ; 
The hoarse waves chafe beneath 

With muffled roar. 

Numb fingers, failing force, 
Scarce serve to hold the course 

Hard-won half-way, . 
When o'er the tossing tide, 
Pallid and heavy-eyed, 

Scowls the dim day. 

And now in the wan light, 
Walking the waters white, 

A shape draws near. 
Each soul, in troubled wise, 
Staring with starting eyes, 

Cries out for fear* 
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Each grasps Iris neighbour tight, 
In helpless huddled fright 

Shaken and swayed. 
And lo ! jthe Master nigh 
Speaks softly, " It is I ; 

Be not afraid." 

E'en so to us that strain 
Over life's moaning main 

Thou drawest near, 
And, knowing not Thy guise, 
We gaze with troubled eyes, 

And cry for fear. 



A strange voice whispers low, 
This joy must thou forego, 

Thy first and best." 
A shrouded phantom stands 
Crossing the best-loved hands 

For churchyard rest. 

Then, soft as is the fall 

Of that white gleaming pall 

By snowflakes made, 
Stilling each startled cry, 
Thou speakest, " It is I ; 

Be not afraid." 
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sjj Jama ]§tm mU 

j3. J^UKE XXIY. l6. 

Theik eyes were holden ; *t was the selfsame tone 
Whereto their hearts had thrilled so oft before, 
That clothed with form and soul it ne'er had known, 

Each misty phantom of prophetic lore ; 
In the same vocal eyes the while He spake, 
The soft dew gathered, and the keen flame brake ; 
Yet, though they felt their answering hearts grow hot, 
Their eyes were holden that they knew Him not. 

Dear Lord, when on our darkening way we fare, 
Communing with our spirits, and are sad, 

And Thou draw'st near, and journey est with us there, 
Though wearing not the form Thou erst hast had ; 

Yea, though Thou comest from our life to call, 

The joy we counted loveliest of all ; 

Open our eyes, and fling our heart-gates wide, 

And enter in, and evermore abide. 



Bbother, new heart be thine 
This year new-born — new height, new depth, new 

scope ; 
New faith to hold the guiding Hand divine, 
Press on, nor pause, nor grope ; 
New love, new hope ; 
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New pity for the weakness of thy brothers. 
New disregard of self, new thought for others ; 
New might to wield the two-edged sword of God 
'Gainst greed, and cruelty, and smooth deceit ; 
New strength to follow where the Master trod, 
Though thorns may tear thy feet, 
Yea, and to bless thy heart, and keep thee strong, 
Heard in thy dreams, faint strains of that New Song. 



J^EV. XXI. I. 

If we this new-born year 

Could live to Him — 
Love fervent and sincere, 

Faith never dim- 
New green should overspread 

The meadows brown, 
New gracious skies o'erhead 
Look smiling down ; 
Our dull life kindled to a strange new worth, 
We, too, should cry, "Behold, new heaven and 
earth ! " 




THE WATER MADE WINE. Ill 

jfToEL II. 25. 

Is it not sweet, when, as the old year dies, 
Our spirits stand with backward-gazing eyes, 
Like emigrants that o'er the waste of blue 
Watch the old land receding from their view ; 

Is it not sweet, when wearily we gaze 
On all that filled the year of wasted days, 
The words we spoke, the words we did not speak, 
The meanness, hardness, vanity and pique ; 

Is it not sweet, when thus our memories run 
On ill we did and good we might have done, 
To hear a still small whisper : ' ' Dry thy tears ; 
I will restore the locust-eaten years ? 

" Give thou to Me the year that now begins, 
And lo ! thy past — its failures, follies, sins — 
Moulded by Me, shall deepen and increase 
Thy love, thy service, and thine inward peace." 




$ H[ater mate H[in^ 



Thou that at C ana's festal board 

Didst work Thine earliest mighty sign, 
Grace Thou our life's poor table, Lord, 
And make its water wine. 



112 JOY IN HEAVEN. 

Abide with us our homes within, 

House-mate, not guest, in every heart ; 
Go forth with us amid the din, 

And turmoil of the mart ; 

Sit with us at the spousal feast, 

Stand by us when in humble trust 
We give to earth the friend released, 
And dust returns to dust. 

Thus o'er the acts of every day, 

That erst appeared so poor and mean, 
Shall break a glorifying ray, 

Quick, steadfast and serene. 

Thus life shall win a rosy glow, 

A strength, a grace, a zest divine ; 
Yea, having Thee, the heart shall know 
Its water turned to wine. 



gxnj lit !$*«*$!*♦ 

jTob xxxyiii. 7 ; J^uke ii. 13. 

In time's new blossom, in the bright Beginning 
When from the void God bade fair earth arise, 

And eyes undimmed by tears or shade of sinning 
Smiled wondering gladness to the smiling skies ; 

Then all the sons of God and stars of morn 

Did shout for joy of that fair world new-born. 



ONE 8TANDETH AND KNOCKETH. 113 

And once again when earth lay weak and hoary, 
Steeped in her tears, by blood and mire defiled, 

And (tell it low, the marvellous sweet story) 
To raise and cleanse her, God became a child ; 

Then star-gemmed angels hymned a deeper strain 

O'er earth made pure, forgiven, born again. 



Lo, at the weed-grown door I stand and knock. 

Into the solemn skies 
Die down the sunset's lingering pageantries. 
The rooks, a slowly-settling, clamorous flock, 
Caw from the branches, in the gathering blast 

That fret and moan and rock. 
The crowd of harvesters hath homeward passed ; 
With phantom barriers white and vague and vast, 
Mutely the mists the glens and gullies block. 

The night hath come at last : 
Still at the weed-grown door I stand and knock. 

Yea, night hath come, and home and rest and sleep, 

To things that have a home ; 
I that must all My life a stranger roam, 
Still at thy porch My weary station keep, 
And knock and wait and knock ; by thee denied, 

I have not where to creep 
And lay me down, My weary head to hide 
From dews that drip and bitter winds that chide ; 
Lo, standing thus I watched the blear dawn peep, 

And must I still abide p 
The night hath come — oh, let it bring Me sleep. 
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Once flashed a hope I had not knocked in vain ; 

I heard thee rise and stand 
To list the beating of My braised hand. 
Then did I call thy name, and shake and strain/ 
Till withered leaves fell rustling in My hair. 

Oh, cheated heart and brain ! 
I heard thy listless footsteps backward fare, 
And die in dwindling echoes np the stair ; 
Dead silence folded all the house again ; 

Then moaned I in despair, 
In vain I knock, in vain, yea, all in vain. 

A poor man, early-old, with wistful eyes 

Sad with the life-long woe 
Of yearned-for love that no man would bestow ; 
Athwart whose brow a shade prophetic lies ; 
No claim to welcome is by Me possessed, 

Save that My need supplies ; 
Yet he at whose poor board I sate a guest 
Hath gracious found the bread My hand had blessed ; 
And when I whispered, Peace, lo ! from the skies 

Peace on that house did rest. 
Thou couldst not spurn the pleading of Mine eyes. 

Once more I knock, a long importunate knock ; 

Against the post I bow. 
Be still, loud heart, and let Me hearken now. 
Was it but fancy that My wish did mock P 
Upon Mine ear the massy void of night 

Grinds with a crushing shock. «^ 
A sound — a step ! nearer its echoes smite ; 
Athwart the darkness streams a flare of light ; 
The rusty key grates in the sullen lock, 

The hinges creak in spite, 
The door grates wide — he opens to My knock. 



ON CHRISTMAS NIGHT. 115 



Lo, in the happy Christmas night I woke from dreamful 

slumber ; 
Soft floods of light that blessed the sight my room 

did overflow ; 
And, bending from their cloudy thrones, fair angels 

mocking number 
Sang full and fain the healing strain they carolled 

long ago. 
" Glory to God," the angels sang (and all the stars stood 

still) 
"Glory to God and peace on earth to men of God's 

good-will." 

Oh, hearken well, poor hearts foredone with toiling, 

struggling, wrangling, 
Poor hearts that scheme and hope and dream, and 

work and suffer wrong ; 
Enough through all the year beside to list earth's bitter 

jangling ; 
One night forego the din below, and hear the angels' 

song. 
" Glory to God," their anthem swells (oh, hush thee, 

heart ! be still) 
" Glory to God, and peace on earth to men of God's 

good-will." 



TL^ 
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Ji ©arxrl xrf $% JNte $«$tt$+ 

In the bleak December weather, 

The gnst and the whirling snow, 
There was born a little Baby, 
Long, long ago. 

She was far from her own poor dwelling, 

And all men she might know — 
The maiden that was His mother, 
Long, long ago. 

She hid her head in a stable 

Where beasts were tied a-row, 
And she laid the Babe in the manger, 
Long, long ago. 

Oh, think of the bitter weather, 
The gust and whirling snow, 
And the Baby laid in the manger, 
Long, long ago ! 

" Now how did they call this baby 
Was born and cradled so P " 
It was Christ Who came to save us, 
Long, long ago. 

He left His throne of glory, 
His awful pomp and show, 
For the love of us poor sinners, 
Long, long ago. 
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He lived a life of labour, 

And died a death of woe, 
For the love of us poor sinners, 
Long, long ago. 

Oh, think of the bitter weather, 

The gust and the whirling snow, 
And the Baby laid in the manger, 
Long, long ago ! 

But now He is King of Heaven, 
Who once was poor and low ; 
Yet He loves us still as He loved us 
Long, long ago. 

And we pray that His grace may guide us, 

And make us holy grow, 
As He was, praying and working, 
Long, long ago. 

And oh ! in our Christmas comfort, 

The cheer and the heartsome glow, 
We think of that houseless Baby, 
Long, long ago ; 

And we pray for all poor outcasts 
When tempests crash and blow, 
To Him Who was born in the manger 
Long, long ago. 

Oh, think of the bitter weather, 

The gust and the whirling snow, 
And the Baby laid in the manger, 
Long, long ago. 



1 1 8 CHRISTMAS EMBLEMS. 

i. 

J^HE ^NGELS 1 j^ESSAQE. 

To us it is not given 

To see the curtains furled, 
The cloud-folds burst and riven 
That veil the spirit-world ; 
To hear and view with mortal sense and sight 
Yoices ineffable and forms of light. 

Yet in our daily going, 

Above the jar and din, 
Angelic strains come flowing 
The charmed heart within : 
" sorrowing soul, by sin and passion torn, 
Good news ! good news ! to thee the Christ is born." 

n. 

pKR OF THE J3HEPHERDS. 

A 

Yea, all is still again ! 
The keen sweet silence tingles in my brain. 

The voice, the vision, too, 
Have passed away into the solemn blue. 

There lingers not a gleam 
To tell of that — nay, nay, it was no dream. 

Only the stars on high 
Quiver as they would break from out the sky. 

I tread on solid ground ; 
This is my friend — there lie my sheep around. 



THE FROSTY SKY IS SOWN WITH STARS. 119 

There is no change— no change- 
Save in my heart. Oh, beautiful and strange ! 

Come, brothers, let us go 
And see this thing the Lord hath made us know. 

III. 

PHRISTMAS JCnOCKINQ. 

Lo ! He for Whom of old 

There was no room 
Stands in the deepening cold, 
The deepening gloom — 
At thy heart's door doth stand, 
With patient yearning eyes and knocking hand. 

0, barred with greed and pride, 

And every sin, 
Fling, heart, thy portals wide, 
And take Him in ; 
Yea, ope this Christmas Day, 
Lest, still refused, He sadly turn away. 
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The frosty sky is sown with stars — 

See how they quiver through the night, 
As they would burst their prison-bars, 

And flood the earth with holy light ! 
Look up to that bright world afar, 

That world of worlds, through tears that dim ; 
Each star shall be an Eastern Star, 

And lead th' adoring soul to Him ! 
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Saviour, born for me 

To life's whole weight and strain, 
To labour's poor degree, 

To scorn and pain ; 
Let it not be in vain, 
Let it not be in vain ! 

Savionr, slain for me, 

In long-drawn anguish slain, 
Nailed to the bitter tree, 

'Twixt robbers twain ; 
Let it not be in vain, 
Let it not be in vain ! 

Savionr, raised for me, 
In awful pomp to reign, 
Where thoughts nor dreams may be, 

Yet pray'rs attain ; 
Let it not be in vain, 
Let it not be in vain ! 

• 

Saviour, look on me ! 

Break Thou this self- wrought chain ; 
Yea, wash me, keep me free 

From ev'ry stain ; 
It shall not be in vain, 
It shall not be in vain ! 



OH! THAT I HAD WINGS LIKE A DOVE. 121 
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Lend me thy wing, thy burnished silver pinion, 
Thrice-happy nomad of the tranquil air, 

Whereon thou soarest at thy will's dominion 
So far above our human toil and care ! 

Now by a sudden sunbeam caught and kindled, 
Thy bright plumes flash a momentary gleam ; 

Now to a flitting speck thy form is dwindled, 
And now thou fadest like a blissful dream. 

Beyond the high-street's pomp, the alley's meanness, 
The gauds, the glare, the tumult and the crush, 

In some blest nook of shadowed swaying greenness 
Thy calm voice deepeneth the holy hush. 

And I turn back with slow reluctant paces 
To add one day to days that went before, 

A haggard face, 'mid million haggard faces, 
A stormy drop flung in the whirlpool's roar. 

Must life reel on for ever and for ever, 
No moment's truce in this eternal fray P 

No pause, no lull, no respite from endeavour 
For eyes too tired to weep and hearts to pray ? 

Oh, I am sick of failing and of sinning, 
Of heights to win that crown the height possessed ; 

Of ends that only bring the new beginning ; 
Yea, I am weary, and I long for rest. 
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Lend me thy wing, thy burnished silver pinion, 
Thrice-happy nomad of the tranquil air, 

TTo waft me fleetly at my will's dominion 
Beyond the pulse of human toil and care ; 

Away, away from those that hate and love me, 
From tears and laughter, sympathy and jeer ; 

Only the kind dumb skies to bend above me, 
Only the leaves to whisper in my ear ; 

No echo from the world to overtake me, 
Telling of cark and strife and restless scheme ; 

No breath of pity or of scorn to wake me 
From the dead drowse of that eternal dream. 

Vain words ! weak wish, recalled as soon as spoken ! 

Vain words that did my truer conscience wrong ! 
Only by fight the force of fear is broken, 

Only by bearing is the back made strong. 

God placed me in the van, His faith's upholder — 
I would not have one foe the less to fight ; 

God's hands did bind the burden on my shoulder — 
Praised be His mercy that it was not light ! 

Best is not here, but when yon wave is breasted, 
Best shall enfold me, heart and limb and brain, 

Sweeter, that here, each onward step contested, 
I longed and wept and prayed for it in vain. 
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$ Xmi ©§ratera$* 



The dews were deep, the winds were still, 
The night was cold and calm ; 

There came a light, a flash, a thrill, 
A burst of seraph-psalm. 

The shepherds bowed their heads in fear ; 

God and His angels were so near. 



f Peace npon earth, good-will to men, 
Peace, peace, and God's good- will." 

It rose, it died, it swelled again ; 
It ceased, and all was still ; 

The frosty stars shone keen and clear, 

" Oh ! God," they whispered, " God is near ! " 

And still npon the Saviour's Birth, 

Above the crash of bells, 
O'er all the weary, sin-bound earth 

The angels' Anthem swells. 
Our sense is dull, our hearts are sere — 
We cannot feel that God is near. 

Oh, brother, wouldst thou hear the strain P 

Let go the lust of gold, 
Let go the passions fierce and vain, 

Let go the sins of old ; 
Thine eyes shall see, thine ears shall hear, 
God and His angels hovering near. 
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." She ... laid Him in a manger." — St. Luke n. 7. 
" Behold, He cometh with clouds." — Rev. i. 7. 

When first He came to earth, 
While— soft as fragrance shed 
From roses' hearts of red — 
Around and overhead 

Breathed the angelic mirth, 
A manger was His bed. 
Hear, Son of Man, Whose life to-day begins. 
And save me from my sins ! 

H. 

When next He cometh, clond 
Shall lap his glory round, 
While quakes the solid ground, 
And burst the deeps profound, 

And Heav'n's high arch is bow'd, 
As God's great trump doth sound. 
Hear, Son of God, uprolling nature's scroll, 
And save my sinful soul I 
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Onward, ever and aye, 

Floweth the River of Years ; 
Sparkling with smiles to-day, 

Swollen anon with tears — 
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On through Childhood green and dear, 
On through Manhood's sounding weir, 
Till yonder, far as the eye may guide, 
Its waters blend in the great still tide. 

On, with surge and roar, 

Eolleth the current free ; 
We are nearer than e'er before 

To the dim, untraversed sea. 

But Love and Wisdom steer our bark — 

When winds are loud and skies are dark, 

A Yoice shall fall on our hearts like balm, 

" The Eiver is rough, but the Sea is calm." 



At the great bell's solemn call, 
Arrayed with simple care, 

They are gathering, one and all, 
In the holy house of prayer. 

Among their cherished dead 

With reverent steps they tread, 

A godly two or three 

Whom Christ shall love to see. 

There are old folk, bent and gray, 
Fast tottering down the slope, 

There are rosy children gay, 
And maids with eyes of hope ; 

Soft on the hearts of all 

The Tidings glad shall fall, 

And not a soul to-day 

Shall go unblessed away. 
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Sometimes we toss the sunlight 

In flashes of molten gold ; 
Sometimes we break the moonlight 

In trembles pallid and cold ; 
Sometimes we reel through the darkness, 

In clutch of the maniac wind — 
The darkness cleft for a moment, 

Yet closing ever behind. 

Sunlight, moonlight, or darkness — 

What matters the sky o'erhead P 
If His lights grow weary of vigil, 

God watches Himself instead. 
Each bark is a human spirit, 

Each year is a wave of the tide ; 
And what though the sea be troubled P 

There's peace on the further side. 
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PAQUERETTES. 



Tsaiah lxiii. 3. 

Alone I bore the bitter pang, 
Alone the bloody grapes I trod, 

Alone upon the cross did hang, 
Forsaken even of My Grod, 

That none henceforth who Me hath known 

In life or death should be alone. 



1 poR. xy. 20. 

He liveth who was dead ! 

Before Him angels bow ; 
Sceptred the hand that bled, 

Crowned — not with thorns — the brow. 
Let rapture light the eyes 

So late with weeping red ; 
Lo, in His own pure skies 

He liveth who was dead ! 



12.s PMiUERETTES. 

POL. III. 1. 

Saviour, once, with drooping head, 
Laid in chill sepulchral bod ; 
Saviour, throned evermore 
Higher than our thoughts can soar, 
Grant to us, whose pilgrim feet 
Tread the earth Thy steps made sweet, 
Hearts to rise on pinions free 
To the life that is in Thee ! 



j3. John xiv. 2. 

Sweet and dear the common sod, 
Where His blessed feet have trod ; 
Calm and fair the grave of rest 
That His sacred form hath blest ; 
Kind as home that Ileav'n will be, 
Brother, where He waits for thee. 



JIom. vt. 9. 

Bkotiiek, for thee lie died, 

The Xing that reigneth now, 
Gracious and glorified, 

"With haloed brow. 
Nailed to the bitter tree, 

For thee His eyes grew dim ; 
Brother, He died for thee — 
Live thou to Him. 

Jhe }ind. 
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